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jee had, when on a visit to us, expressed
a wish for some tea, which I sent him;
and he complained that it did not at all
resemble in taste some which he had taken
on the recommendation of Sir John Mal-
colm. I fancied my friend's capacity for
enjoying this pleasant beverage, had been
lost in the lapse of time, until I discovered
that his daughter, having put a handful
of my pekoe into a cooking utensil, with
sugar, milk, cloves and ginger, had boiled
it for an hour together, and presented it
to her father, in a wine-glass, without
straining!

This sufficiently explained the mystery;
and having obtained a teapot, banished
the ginger and cloves, and substituted a
cup for a wine-glass, Runchorjee had
again the supreme felicity of enjoying
" the cups which cheer, but not inebriate/'

As I was about to leave the harem, the
Dewanjee's daughters crowded round me,
seizing my hands, and using every term of
sisterly endearment; and the poor old
Juru laid her trembling hands upon my